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ANNUAL SHOW TO BE 
PRESENTED BY SENIOR 
CLASS IN PUPPETRY 
The senior OTs will present their an-
nual puppet show on March 4. At two 
Fcrformanccs, one-thirty P.M. for the first 
and second grades of Hartford Ave. 
School, and the seven-thirty performance 
for the college circus lovers and their 
guests. 
Several members of the puppetry class 
wrote this years play, "The Adventures 
of Jimmy and Taffy at Circus." Jimmy, a 
len year old farm boy, is told by his 
father that he may not keep his pony, 
Taffy, as the family is very poor. The two 
run off to the circus then in town, where 
they see elephants, seals, a l ion and 
trainer, a juggler, tight rope walker, 
aerhlists, a man shot from a gun, and of 
course, clowns. Because the star horse 
is in an accident and has been injured, 
Taffy does the chief act of the circus, and 
there is a happy ending . 
Mrs. Simons, the fom1er Helen Fin-
lay, is directing the puppet show, and 
Miss Marion Neumann is the technical 
director. 
No admission will be charged, but a 
donation of a dime for next year's pup-
Fetry class will be welcomed. 
PARAGUAY SPEAKER WAS 
SPANISH CLUB GUEST 
Guest speaker at Spanish club meeting 
Thursday evening, Feb. 14, in Greene 
Memorial hall, was Mme. Maria V. 
Cabrera Adler, wife of the vice consul of 
Paraguay. 
Membership chairman of the Pan 
American Institute of Educational Rela-
tions, she spoke on education of women 
in the Latin American republics of the 
Plata. 
As winner of the Latin American fel-
lowship of the American Association of 
Universitv ·women, she studied at the 
Universit~ of \Visconsin in 1944, receiv-
ing her i1.S. in pharmacy. Subsequently 
she served as chief of the pharmace de-
partment in the ministry of public health 
in Asuncion, Paraguay. She has her B.A . 
degree in letters and science from the 
"Colegie Balmes" in Barcelona, Spain, 
and ah.o grudwtted from the University of 
Asuncion in Paraguay. ~fmc Adler is a 
native of Paraguay. 
MILWAUKEE-DOWNER COLLEGE 
FIVE WELFARE DRIVES 
TO BE CONSOLIDATED 
FOR SIMPLE DONATING 
The monitry appeals to MDC students, 
faculty, and stafl will this year be com-
bined for the first lime. The Communitv 
C:1est was held separately because of its 
early fall campaign, but we are havin;; 
si:11ultaneous drives for: 
Red Cross 
March of Dimes 
Cancer Fund 
Save the Children and World Student 
Service Fund, combined. Our Downer 
Chest drive will open on March 10. The 
closing date is March 15. 
The committee working with Care de 
Leeuw, CGA welfare chairman, urges us 
to help make this drive as successful in 
financi:1l resu lts as it is short and snappy 
in time span. Each student must be will-
ing to contribute generously, so that the 
intake of this combined drive is no less 
than the sum of separate campaigns has 
been in the past. The outcome of the 
days from March 10 to March 15, Care 
tells us, will determine the policy of fu-
tme drives-will we be constantly digging 
into our pockets for separate funds, or 
wi ll we respond as well to one combined 
drive? 
The success of the Downer Chest de-
rends on YOU. Be preparing now to give 
then. Dollars, not dimes are needed. 
Prepare now to "Invest in Humanity." 
We hm:e the faculty and staff will join 
us in this venture and with us, support 
the Downer Chesl. 
MDC AGAIN ON TV 
Tomorrow, Feb. 23, MDC will be fea-
tmed on the "Education on Parade" pro-
lfTalll, as one of a series presented by 
\Visconsin colleges over \VTMJ-TV. "The 
Storv the Rocks Tell", fascinating history 
of \Visc:msin for the past one or two bil-
lion years, will he the theme of the pro-
gram. :\ Irs. Nelson , assisted by Ann Frit-
sche!, Rosemarie Rathmann , Barbara 
Flatz and Dean Eldred, will tell the story 
with the aid of large specimens and di-
a~nuns . B< · sure to watch it - from 2:00 
to 2:30 in the afternoon. Take your Dads, 
too. 
February 22, 1 '952 
TREAT YOUR DADS 
TO COLLEGE FUN 
HERE - TOMORROW - COME 
Tomorrow, Feb. 23, is the day on 
whi ch our dads are invited to visit our 
college - MDC Father's Day! The dorms 
will be open to dads at 12:00. At 1:30 
each girl wi ll take her father on a tour 
of the campus, to meet instructors and 
visit classrooms. The O.T., Home Ec, 
Zoology, Physics and Geology Depart-
ments have prepared exhibits to show the 
kind of work which is done in each. A 
student art exhibit will be on display in 
the corridors of Merrill. The Teakwood 
and Oakwood Rooms will be open as well 
as the rest of the library, so that our 
dads may view the scenes of both our 
forma l events and study hours. During 
this time howling alleys, pingpong tables, 
and badminton equipment will offer di-
version. Decks of cards will be waiting 
in the smokers, and Kim snack bar will 
be open. 
Dr. Johmon will speak briefly at 4:30 
in Greene, and afterwards fathers will be 
able to chat informally with him over a 
bowl of punch. For the dinner in Holton 
at 6:30, Alice Schroeder and her father 
will present the toasts. Entertainment at 
8:00 in chapel will follow dinner, and 
after that dancing in the gym. 
Barbara Boldt and Helen Erickson arc 
co-chairmen of Father's Day Serving on 
the invitation committee were Betty Ilei-
stad, Lucy Miller , and Jean Gouget. 
Bobby Broadfoot, Barbara Moon, 1 ancy 
Tuxford , and Barbara Frederickson 
worked on publicity. Mary Pat Liss is in 
charge of the student art exhibit. Dec-
orations for the banquet were created by 
Lucy !\ Iiller. chairman, Betty Klemm, Pat 
Hetzlafl", JoAnn Diggins, Beth Grosskopf, 
and Irene Bobak. Betsy Laffin , chairman, 
~lary ~fcNutt, and Anne Hall made the 
place cards. Happy Father's Day to all! 
-4------
WANT A JOB? 
~Irs. Kummerlein is now in charge of 
our placement bureau, and plans are being 
formulated for an eventual enlarging of 
the bureau. Seniors file their names with 
l\lrs. Kuemmerlein if at any time in the 
future thev will want recommendations 
from the ~ollege, pay a fee, and upon 
reCjltcst from prospective employers, aca-
demic and c.,tracurricular record will be 
sent a long with the recommendations 
wished. 
2 
XAVIER 
Installment II 
This is the last article Kodak will pub-
lish by an outstanding contributor and ex-
editor, Jody Shmitt, who had the indes-
cretion to graduate between installments. 
We shall miss her as a person, as a poet, 
and as (see below) a dog-lover. May her 
Creative Spirit find its haven in her 
forthcoming literary career. 
\Ve got our first glimpse of Xavier un-
der rather peculiar conditions. At least 
they seemed so to my husband, who was 
raised in what child psychologists call a 
stable home. 
"Why," he said, as we drove through 
the blinding rain, "are we going now? 
\•Ve could have waited until tomorrow 
morning. Saturday morning is a very 
nice time to travel, besides it might have 
quit raining by then." 
"It is Saturday morning. If you'll look 
at your watch , you'll find that it's 12:30 
a.n1." 
"By me, this is the middle of the night. 
Only to you and your parents are the 
hours between midnight and dawn con-
sidered the time for strenuous activity." 
He scrubbed the windshield violently 
with his sleeve. "Why did I have to 
marry the offspring of a musician and a 
reporter?" 
"So you could travel from town to 
town during the witching hour to see if 
your in-laws have been eaten by St. 
Bernards." 
"Undoubtedly. Do you really think 
something has happened at home?" 
I considered. "1 o, I guess not. A 
three-month silence is only normal. After 
all you can't expect a woman who makes 
her. living writing to come home at one in 
the morning and dash off a letter. But 
we usually get telephone caJls when crises 
occur ... " 
"And crises usually occur twice a 
week," he finished. 
"Yes. At a minimum." 
He sighed. "I guess you're right. But 
I wish your folks worked all day and 
slept all night instead of vice versa. It 
always takes three days to get turned 
around again after we visit them." 
It was easy to find our house, even on 
a foul night like that one. It was the 
only one on the block that was lighted 
up like a self-service drugstore, and from 
the back yard came sounds of pounding, 
punch1ated by barks and growls. As we 
~wunf into the drive, our headlights 
picked up the garage, which was ob-
viously undergoing some type of recon-
struction. 
We parked and got out, leaving the 
lights on. Father was in the back yard 
with an old tarpaulin tied around him 
like the habit of a twelfth century Fran-
ciscan friar. He was building a dog house. 
Around him like jets from a park fountain, 
pointers leaped intennittently. Then they 
sighted me, and with a joyful baying, 
bore down on my advancing figure. They 
knocked me down in the mnd and washed 
my face thoroughly with damp pink 
tongues. Father came over and brushed 
the dogs off. "Look out," he told me. 
"Their feet are sort of muddy." 
" I pic~ed mys~lf up. "Thanks" I said. 
Wheres Mom. 
"She's in the house with the puppy." 
He picked up his tools, "Might as well 
go in, I guess. Time for feeding." Then 
he discovered I was not alone, and ex-
tended his hand to Sasha. "Nice to see 
vou, Son". Sasha drew his hand away, 
and under cover of his raincoat flexed the 
joints experimentally. 
"Good to be here. How are things?" 
"Oh, pretty well." He opened the back 
door. "Since we got the puppy ... " 
From within there was a crash of china, 
and a rending sound like kindling under 
the ax. 
"Oh, oh," said Fatl1er. "Must have 
turned that table over again. Looooiel" 
vVe went in. The kitchen table was 
overturned. Amid the broken crockery on 
the floor was one whole item, a tin plate 
filled with dog meat. A huge misshapen 
beast was making inroads on it. 
"Looooic!" bellowed father. 
J'vly ~~1oth~r's, voice floated clown the 
sta1rs. Agam? 
"What do you expect," roared Father, 
"when you leave meat on the table?" 
Mother came into the kitchen, taste-
fully attired in an old college sweat shirt 
of mine and father's hip boots. She 
greeted us delightedly. "You're just in 
time ... I was going to give her a batl1 ." 
"Her?" said Sasha. "Is THAT it?" He 
gestured toward the monster who had 
finished and was licking her chops con-
tentedly. She sat disjointedly, her back 
haunches laid out on the floor on either 
side of her, the insides of her hind feet 
together. Her front paws were bowed. 
Her head was enormous in proportion to 
the rest of her. She looked unconnected 
somehow, as though someone had care-
lessly thrown down the pieces of a dog 
and forgotten to put tl1em together. 
"Yes," said Mother simply, choking 
back her pride. 
"Well, well, so that's Xavier!" 
At the mention of her name, the dog's 
ears lifted. She regarded him for a mom-
ent, as if considering his merit. Then she 
took a sudden and definite liking to him. 
\-Vith a speed unbelievable for her size, 
she launched herself from the floor, and 
with one paw on each of his shoulders 
chewed contentedly on his left ear, all 
the while depositing large amounts of 
hdr on his coat. 
Mother watched implacable as Sasha 
struggled to free himself. "She loves 
you," she said. 
Freeing himself with difficulty from 
large amounts of dog, Sasha sat down. 
Editor ____ ------ --- ___ Vera Hickey 
Asst. Editor _________ Paula Marleigh 
Staff and Contributors - Marilyn Bern-
stein, Hannelore Bonkhofer, Care de 
Leeuw, Zoe Ganas , Betty Heistad. 
Dorothy Mintzlaff, Barbara Moon , 
Mavis Moorman, Joan Nicholson, Liz-
ette Reckitt, Sue Strecker, Nancy Tau-
ford. 
NO ROOM FOR PITY 
Betty Heistad 
At ordinary summer camps the chil-
dren run, play together, fight over toys, 
get homesick, swim, eat and sleep all day 
long. Our children did the same things, 
in slightly different ways. Not all of them 
could walk or run, so they sat in their 
chairs and pretended. vVhen they couldn't 
stand by themselves, they played to-
gether locked in stand-up tables. They 
fought like cats and dogs, or hoys and 
girls, and the next minute were the best 
of friends. They got so homesick that 
they cried all the time and wouldn't eat. 
They splashed and kicked in the swim-
ming pool, held up by a counselor, or 
crawled. They ate and slept as much as 
any other child, even though many of 
them couldn't feed themselves or crawl 
into bed. 
It's hard to "feel sorry" for a child 
doing those things all the time. And how 
could you be depressed when you saw 
nine-year-old Bobby running a ll over 
playing cowboys and Indians wearing a 
single brace on his leg, knowing that 
when he came to camp as a four-year-old 
he was completely helpless? Could you 
pity patient Fmnces on her crutches, with 
her hands strapped to them, wearing hip-
length metal and leather braces care-
fully locked, knowing that just the year 
before she couldn't stand up, even with 
support? 
Some advances were very sudden and 
phenomenal. None of us will ever forget 
the time that Linda, who was seven and 
had never walked before, got up without 
any warning and walked. Or the time 
that six-year-old Elliott, a four-year vet-
eran of the camp, got tired of waiting for 
his dessert be fed to him, picked up his 
spoon and began to feed himself. It 
didn't matter to anyone that most of El-
liott's food went anywhere other than 
his mouth, and that most of the time 
when Linda tried to walk she fell. It 
doesn't seem to matter if you've never 
clone it before. 
ot everything came so quickly. Most 
of the advances were the results of long, 
hard practice, but they meant as much 
as, or more than, the others. Natasha, 
who'd had many operations, wore braces 
on both legs, and was still almost help-
less worked with the physical therapist 
until she could show everyone how she 
cou ld stand up holding onto her bed. 
Skeeter's mother was so proud of him 
when he used his "lazy hand"' to pick up 
things, after he had learned unconscious-
ly, on beads and pegs. We didn't mind 
dressing Susie, whose right side was rigid, 
because we knew that mavbe next vear 
she would do it herself. • • 
Children are children, handicapped or 
able, and there is no room for pity in the 
world that surrounds a child . 
KODAK 
NOTHINGNESS 
Care deLeeuw 
An education? 
\Vith books and groups that talk and 
mutilate ideas? 
foour years- then a degree 
but what are you? 
Is there a core - a you that's really you 
and not a mass of mouthed ideas 
never one your own? 
What is yours alone? 
'vVhat signifies that you have depth-
creation all your own? 
In you there is a void - no core ... for 
if you were to walk alone . . . into an 
~·mp ty room and I should come along 
and open up the uoor 
I'd find it ..... empty. 
11THE SUNNY SOUTH/I 
Rightie Revercomb 
A car rumbled east on the main street 
d Honeywell, stirr ing up a screen of dust 
that made rainbows in the shafts of the 
late afternoon sun li ght. The car turned 
clown the shaded side street, still wet 
from the last rain. Dust settled on a row 
of boys sitting on the wooden sidewa lk in 
front of the general store, their feet and 
legs sticking out into the street. The 
store was really a grocery store, although 
seats in its front window formed one of 
the main gathering-places for the neigh-
borhood. To the west were a little res-
taurant and a closed granary; to the east 
were the barbershop and the closed har-
ness shop, with a doctor's office above. 
Doc Gibbons was an established part of 
the community. Across the side street 
was the drugstore; drugs, wallpaper, 
liquor, cosmetics, and to the trusted, 
moonshine. Another main attraction was 
the long bench in front of it, on which 
sat the middle-aged men of the town, 
among them Negroes. But if you had 
wanted to hear the most interesting con-
versation in Honeywell on Saturday after-
noon, you would have joined a ten-year-
old hoy who was listening to his grand-
father and his old cronies who sat and 
chewed in front of the barber shop. 
A hundred years ago, Honeywell had 
been a thriving town. The main line of 
CB&Q had gone through it, but now only 
one branch from the junction operated , 
and passenger trains rarely ever stopped. 
There was a day when the harness shop 
STRICKEN 
Sue Strecker 
Write me a poem, she said, 
About something so plain, 
Something that's never been used 
For a poem, and that's how I came 
To think of the man-faced tree; 
Poor warped and twisted oak 
Lost in an apple orchard 
That blossoms in puffs of white smoke, 
That smolders till kindled in flames 
Of apples; and there he writhes 
Dwarfish and dreadfully bent 
\Vith only rings for eyes 
And the knot hole for a mouth 
3 
Which gives him the shocked expression 
As if he were standing there 
Saying "oh's " in quick succession; 
And thought " it's those frivolous apples 
On whom he showers disdain" 
But I looked and there were no apples; 
H is object was painfully plain. 
and granary had been open and doing a 
flourishing business. There had been an 
aristocracy around Honeywell, then-big 
landowners living in fine houses. They 
kept their daughters dressed in si lk, and 
their sons had driven handsome horses. 
The boy sitting listening heard his 
grandfather talk of the old Maize home-
stead, that had been divided up among 
six sons, and had made them a ll hand-
some farms, until they had let the land 
run down. The boy heard tales of Uncle 
George, who had always risen before 
daylight, and could walk the twenty miles 
to Shelbina well before noon, buy what 
supplies his family needed while his grain 
was ground, and carry one hundred-
pound sacks of flour back with him, a r-
riving home before supper. The old man 
recalled the favorite story about Uncle 
George's supervisor. When Uncle George 
was through with him at night, the hired 
man would just climb to the top of the 
stairs to sit down, and by the time he got 
his eyes closed, Uncle George would be 
calling to him, "Goodmawnin', good-
mawnin', got work to do today." 
The boy's mind filled with dreams of 
what his town had been, and cou ld yet 
he again. lie saw himself a great land-
owner, rousing his family at 5 with his 
call "'Goodmawnin' , goodmawnin', then 
perhaps he would gesture toward a field 
and call , "Corn today, boys." lie would 
help resurrect lloneywell; he would play 
his part in raising the south. 
Somebody spat tobacco juice into the 
road. Somebody else called for more 
likker. They a ll sat. 
4 
POOR CHAIRMAN 
The chairman raps on the table for 
order and asks that the minutes of the 
last n; eetmg be read. In front of him sit 
one-half the members of his commi ttee, 
if he is lucky, maybe even three-fourths, 
Some of them have notes in front of 
them. Some of those notes are to be-
come parts of speeches that will be read 
at meetings of an entirely different or-
ganization. (One of two people are listen-
in-r to the minutes, checking their own n:i~utes.) The chairman glances over his 
a6cnda for the evening. He'll have to 
give u2 his idea of discussing the new 
ccnstituli:m. The woman who was to 
bring a copy of it hasn't showed up. 
Minutes have been read, no additions or 
corrections. The chairman introduces the 
secc;nd matter on his agenda. Are there 
enough present to take a vote? 
If you are a "prominent" mem-
ber of your commuruty, you have prob-
ably acted as chairman at meeting after 
meeting of halves of committees. Per-
l1:1ps after what you considered alto-
gether too many of these meetings, you 
began to choose your committee mem-
bers completely from volunteers. The 
effect? A few more ideas, perhaps, but 
sometimes not even that. There were 
almost as many visits to the doctor, un-
expected guests, illnesses in the family, 
conflicting appointments on the night of 
meetings as before. You warned prospec-
tive workers of time and in convenience 
that helping you out wotdd involve. Still 
you got volunteers. Still you had half-
empty meetings, with all ideas coming 
from you, fertile you! You invited mem-
bers of your organization at large to come 
to the meetings, hoping that this would 
rouse interest in your activities, provid-
ing better committee members in th e fu-
ture, and perhaps inspiring the present 
ones. Guess again! You posted or mailed 
proposed agendas of the meetings a week 
before they were to take place, asking for 
su .~gestion.s. After several weeks you de-
cided that you had been merely increas-
iw; the business of waste paper dealers. 
After several weeks of these meetings, 
you probably have your panel thrown to-
gether, your script written, your confer-
ence planned, your financial report made. 
But is it good? 
Your experience has not been unusual. 
Chairmen, from those of the mayor's 
commissions to those of student govern-
ments, have the same complaint. "Don't 
committee members ever get really in-
terested in the work they are supposed to 
be trying to do?" They should try doing 
onlv the most important things, and do-
in:i those well. 
Are you the chairman, or one of the 
committee members portrayed above? If 
so it's time either to do a good job or 
forget the whole idea! 
SNAPSHOT 
TIME EXPOSURE 
Feb. 23 Father's Day - 12 noon-9:30 
Feb. 26 World Day of Prayer Service 
Greene - 12:55 
Feb. 26 Sophs-.Jr Basketball Game 
Gym- 4:20 
Feb. 27 Assembly - Etiquette - Chapel 
12:45 
Feb. 27 Senior-Frosh Basketball Game -
Gym- 4:20 
Feb. 29 S~nior-Soph Basketball Game 
Gym- 4:20 
Feb. 29 .Jr-Soph Party- Kim - 7:00 
l'vlar. 2 Record Concert- Greene- 2:15 
Mar. 4 .Jr-Soph Basketball Game - Gym 
-4:20 
i\'Ia r. 4 O.T. PupFet Show - Chapel -
7:30 
Mar. 5 Assembly - Etiquette - Cha~)el 
- 12:45. 
Mar. 5 Jr-Sr Basketball Game - Gym 
-4:20 
Mar. 6 German Club - 4:20 
Mar. 6 Frosh-Soph Basketball Game -
Gym- 4:20 
Mar. 7 Sr-Soph Basketball Game - Gym 
4:20 
A World Day of Prayer will be ob-
served at lVIDC at the worship service in 
Greene on Tuesday, Feb. 26. Joyce 
I-Iardaker and Margaret Ferry will read 
the serviee. On Feb. 29 it will be ob-
served by Christians in 104 countries of 
the world. Printed programs for the day's 
worship have been distributed in this 
country by the National Council of 
Churches of Christ under the auspices of 
the General Dept. of United Church 
Women. 
------4-
Last summer Mary Grace Norris had 
an interview with the superintendent of 
the Newton Public Schools in Newton-
ville, Massachusetts. At that time he 
seemed to be interested so Gracie filled 
out the necessary applications. When she 
was home for Chrishnas she went to see 
him again and came back with a contract 
in her pocket. And she has a fabulous 
startin3 salary. She says, "The thing that 
impressed him most was the liberal ed-
ucati:mal background that Downer gives. 
Without that I'm sure I'd never gotten 
the job." Gracie will be doing music in 
sonw of the grades and another subject 
or grade of her choiee. She is the first 
music teacher they have hired and she 
has the big responsibility of selling the 
town on music so they will hire others 
for other schools in the system. vVhen 
that happens we hope she will be rehired 
as Superintendent of Music for the whole 
system. 
Congratulations, Gracie, and the best 
of everything to you for your new posi-
tion. \Ve ar<' indeed happy for you! 
Congratulations to the chapel commit-
tee: Dr. Johnson, Miss Morrison, Joyce 
Hardaker, Jane Baumann, Donna Welt-
eheff! Their idea of cutting down the 
number of serviees to one required as-
sembly and one voluntary worship service 
per week is excellent! When compulsory 
serviees are held more often, it is so easy 
for them to degenerate into a humdrum, 
that sometimes actually less benefit is 
derived from several of them than from 
cne service enthusiastically planned, well 
conducted, and attentively received. The 
latter is our goal. The assemblies will 
either deal with school problems, or fea-
ture addresses by various professors or 
well-known outside speakers. The Tues-
day worship services are to be in Greene 
- everyone is cordially welcome. 
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